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A  card 

from  a  shuffled  deck 

you  played  me  in  your  hand, 

and  gambled  on  my  naivete. 

Joker 

to  your  Ace, 

I  lingered  in  your  praise 

"a  touch  of  class" 

while  you  fingered  the  gilded  colors 

like  trinkets  of  royalty, 

tempting  me 

with  your  hand. 

But  the  stakes  in  your  game 

were  too  much 

with  chance 

I  prefer  the  Old  Maid 

to  your  knowing-man  stance 

of  power 

over  me. 

You're  accustomed  to  winning, 

the  chips  piled  high 

so 

you  let  the  joker  run  wild 

and  discard. 


Suzanne  Schmidt  76 


Glen  Madison  77 


McCahey  76 


i  like  you 

because  in  you  i  see  hope. 

i  can  hope  for  you 

that  you  will  be  different 

from  others  i  have  known. 

and  i  can  hope  for  myself 

that  i  will  be  enough  of  a  woman 

to  be  myself. 

in  you 

i  see  no  leering  glances 

searching  over  my  body 

as  if  i  were  a  cantaloupe 

i  see  no  false  pride, 

perhaps  a  little  afraid  of  my  success, 

threatening  my  growth  and  creativity. 

i  see 

(or  maybe  i  hope  i  see) 

a  warm  and  loving  person 

liking  me  for  what  i  am 

instead  of  what  i  could  pretend  to  be. 

i  feel  you 

coaxing  me  out 

setting  me  free 

to  fly 

or  be 

whatever  i  can  and  want. 

i  am  the  egg  finally  cracking 

the  bulb  finally  blossoming 

the  woman  finally  being 

free. 

Terri  Navas  77 


Karen  Lebo  75 


The  Eclipse 

Someone  was  always  trying  to 

come  between  us 

to  make  our  days  dark  and  numbered,  to  shade  themselves 

from  Lincoln's  light. 

But  then  I  was  not  covered  from 

head  to  foot 

with  soot,  as  you, 

the  chimney  sweeper,  were, 

I  was  a  raccoon 

with  dark  circles  around  my  eyes. 

You  died. 

You  were  killed  by  blacklung 

in  the  mines  of  prejudice, 

as  I  weep  bitterly  in  the  cerise  morning  sky 

like  the  coal  miner's  widows  in  their 

dingy  shacks. 

Tamara  Hamric  78 


Patti  King  75 


Confession 

I  have  pondered  some  approach  all  day, 

Some  proper,  or  perhaps,  clever  way 

To  say  this  thing  that  moves  me  now 

To  detain  you  yet  a  while;  somehow 

It  must  be  said,  as  I  vowed  this  morning 

To  speak,  and  no  longer  fear  some  scorning 

Of  my  feeling  and  true  untold  state. 

I  must  apologize  for  waiting  this  late, 

But  will  you  sit  and  hear  me  now  a  while? 

It  is  not  that  pleasant  voice,  that  smile, 

That  playful  glance  and  spirited  toss 

Of  your  head  that  puts  me  at  this  loss 

For  words,  such  things  now  inspire  me, 

As  they  have  for  some  time,  but,  direly, 

My  dear,  if  I  may  take  such  liberty, 

The  turn  of  this  has  threatened  me. 

Shall  I  regard  my  lady,  friend? 

Such  falseness  I  cannot  pretend, 

Nor  can  I  continue  these  casual  days, 

As  each  uncasually  constant  preys 

Upon  my  patience.  I  face  some  strange 

Reaction  gladly,  rather  than  profane 

My  feeling  and  feeble  friendship  feign. 

Yet,  somehow,  I  think  you  will  see  me  again, 

Since  you  so  frequently  have  seen  me  when, 

Of  course,  there  has  been  the  handsome  painter, 

So  much  a  success,  I  hear,  and  far  fainter 

I  suppose  my  talent,  if  I  may,  must  appear 

In  professing  this  emotion,  however  sincere, 

As  you  have  shown  me  the  artist's  heart 

There  hanging  in  your  hall;  it  does  impart 

Some  power,  as  portraits  seldom  do, 

And  the  brush  obviously  moved  by  love  for  you. 

Anonymous 


Kristin  Hill  76 


Glen  Madison  77 


To  The  King  Our  Lord 

It  draws  near,  Lord,  or  is  already  here, 
The  glorious  age  in  which  is  promised  the  fold 
A  single  shepherd  on  earth  to  behold, 

By  fate's  design  in  your  time  to  appear; 

Such  high  motive  in  your  mission  severe 
For  your  holy  zeal  has  triumph  foretold, 
Announced  to  the  fold,  by  this  more  consoled, 
One  Monarch,  one  Kingdom,  one  Sword  draw  near: 

The  whole  of  the  earth  lies  scattered  apart, 
And  hopes  for  union  only  in  your  power, 

Subdued  by  you  in  splend'rous  pageant  of  war; 

He  to  whom  Christ  has  given  his  heart 
Shall  give  the  second,  more  glorious  hour, 
When  the  routed  sea  shall  rout  the  shore. 

from  the  Spanish  of  Hernando  de  Acuna,  1580(?) 


Sonnet  1 

There  is  a  wondrous  worth  in  earthy  things, 

The  musk  of  moist,  new-broken  soil,  toil  and  till, 
The  trill  of  rill  and  rush  of  stream,  or  still 
Lake,  pond  and  puddle.  Whence  no  sapid  springs, 

No  plow  blade  cleaving  field  to  furrow  rings 
On  sporadic  stones,  parting  loam  for  skill 
Of  seeds  unsown,  there  came,  and  come  there  will, 
Once  fallow  man  to  fertile  land,  as  kings 

Of  old,  their  souls  foresold,  revived  of  vows 
Renewed  but  never  lost.  And  should  the  sky 
Shed  shower  and  shine,  rich  harvest  should  ensue; 

But  now,  strong  roots  take  foot  and,  Oh  Love,  the  boughs 
Do  sing  of  birds  in  beckoning  wood  where  I 
Should  whisper,  that  most  wondrous  thing  was  you. 


Sonnet  5 

0  latent  rose  forbidden  me  to  view, 

That  from  yon  bud  emerge  too  late,  or  soon, 
When  verdant  branches  all  with  red  are  strewn, 
Whose  scent,  whose  visage  youthful  hearts  imbue 

With  fervent  motion,  what  has  hidden  you? 
As  I  from  year  to  year  attend  and  prune, 
Yet  witness  not  the  bloom,  one  moment  viewn 
Involved,  next  blasted,  wasted,  hitherto 

Untimely,  then,  have  I  sought  your  amourous  spell? 
Now,  if  that  wild  power  truly  you  possess, 

Then  prove  through  me  that  passion  you  repress, 

And  blossom  forth  to  terminate  your  scorn. 
But  as  I  reached  to  touch  the  bud,  it  fell, 

The  petals  brown,  the  branch  but  leaf  and  thorn. 


Sonnet  7 

Lady,  that  the  restlessness  of  vain, 

Impetuous  men  turns  some  time  thoughtful  care 
To  reckless  love,  beware:  paint  not,  nor  wear 
Seductive  clothes,  for  those  who  could  refrain 

Before,  refrain  no  more,  forsaking  sane 

And  fruitful  enterprise,  when  by  such  rare 
Refinement  as  your  own  confronted.  The  fair 
Queen  of  Egypt  in  Antony's  arms  did  drain 

So  duteous  man,  from  Rome  to  roam,  till  slain 
By  his  own  hand  he  lay,  like  death  to  share, 
So  Carthage  Queen,  through  Troy's  distracted  heir, 
Of  drastic  passion  found  the  fruit  was  pain. 

Lady,  thus  love  wisely:  though  impaired  by  time, 
Coyness,  yes,  but  wisdom  is  no  crime. 


Sonnet  8 

She,  oh  she,  that  held  me  dark  so  long, 

And  fed  my  famished  heart  political  passion, 
Negotiating,  bribing,  and  I  so  wrong: 
A  kiss  here,  a  kind  word  there,  some  fashion 
Of  strange  affection  to  manipulate 

My  grateful  senselessness,  with  some  ration 
Of  diplomatic  love!  And  in  her  state 
Of  artificial  ecstacy  somehow 

She  smiled,  and  gave  such  courtesies  as  great 
As  her  investment  budget  would  allow, 

That  she  might  service  gain,  and  service  greed 
Sustain:  she  taxed  my  citizen  vow. 
No  country  craft,  nor  cunning  love  to  heed, 
To  public  affairs,  and  foreign,  I  leave  her  now. 

Roger  D.  Scott  77 


Barbara  Sullivan  75 


I  awakened  one  morning 

and  walked  down  Rue  Laffitte, 

to  greet  the  flower  vendors 

as  they  set  up  stalls  along  the  street. 

The  River  Seine 

was  empty  yet  - 

no  bateau-mouche, 

no  tourist  set 

to  hasten  busses  through  the  haze, 

just  open  windows 

and  the  smell  of  boiling  bouillabaisse, 

simmering  'til  noon. 

A  cafe  threw  its  doors  wide 

to  gathering  passers-by 

I  sat  upon  a  sidewalk  stool 

and  watched  you,  for  I 

was  intriqued, 

little  man. 

You  held  me,  spell-bound 

with  your  jovial  face, 

laughing,  round 

You  were  roller-skating, 

figure-eighting, 

hamming  for  the  camera 

with  a  smile. 

I  watched  you  all  the  while, 

and  you  never  knew 

that  as  you  waltzed  about 

on  dancing  wheels, 

I  fell  for  you 

(head-quite-over-heels.) 

Suzanne  Schmidt  76 
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Untitled 

You  were  so  much  to  me 

in  your  oaten  skin. 

But  I  was  just  your  dirty  laundry 

that  you  washed  and  hung  outside 

to  dry 

but  never  brought  in. 

It's  raining. 

Tamara  Hamric  78 
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Margo  Clifford  76 


Susan  Latham 
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Barton  Smith  75 


molten  moments  of  silken  silence 
whispered  to  an  age  old  mind: 
dancing  dreams  and  midnight  memories 
are  hard  to  forget  and  harder  to  find. 

Lindsay  Correa  75 


On  the  Smoke-trail  of  a  Jet 

White  steel  beam  tangent  to  the  sun 

burned  a  screaming  song  until  my  eyes  were  won. 

Then  eyes  gathered  the  whole  of  me 

onto  the  end  of  infinity  - 

I  rode  the  technological  stream 

till  I  was  tangent  to  a  dream. 

I  touched  the  dream,  the  dream  touched  me. 

then  spinning  straightly  'neath  the  sea, 

the  sky  enveloped  me. 

Landing,  then,  in-opened  eyes, 

I  smiled  at  open,  jet-less  skies. 

I  still  felt  tangent  to  the  noon  - 

sister  star  and  mother  moon. 

My  day  was  white  as  steel  and  beamed 

a  burning,  screaming,  singing  theme  - 

Two  blinks  of  an  eye  bore  an  infinite  dream. 

Terry  Mulloy  78 


Barbara  Sullivan  75 
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The  Martyr 

Great  rivers  of  emotions,  grand  oceans 

of  thought,  evaporate  and  form  clouds  of  life. 

Long  hours  of  individualism, 

caught  in  a  web  of  societies  spinning; 

A  clown  stands  in  the  center  ring  of  Barnums  success, 
Real  tears  of  despair  hidden  by  red  smile  on  white. 
Life  clouds  gather,  and  doom  thunder  rumbles  closer  .  .  . 

"Ah  Bailey,  why  to  me  . . .  ?" 
Real  sobs  shake  his  body. 
Laughter  of  children,  rosy  faces  wreathed  in  smiles, 

accompanies  his  anguish. 
The  spotlight  seeks  him  out,  a  hush  blankets  the  crowd, 

Meekly,  as  to  the  crack  of  an  unseen  whip,  he  kneels. 
The  drum  rolls,  suspense  hangs  heavy  in  the  electrified 
atmosphere  . . . 

Leaping  to  his  feet,  he  tears  off  his  wig  and 

jester  accoutrements . . .  screaming  in  inward  relief. 
His  spirit  free  at  last,  he  collapses. 
In  the  sawdust  sprawles  a  limp  figure  . . . 

lifeless  clown  white  complexion, 

blameless  pure  white  soul  . . . 


Clouds  of  life  hover  briefly, 
the  spotlight  moves  on. 


Penny  Firth  78 


Kristin  Hill  76 


Untitled! 
this  is  only  2  and 
4  me. 
I'm  sorry  sirs, 

but  generally  speaking,  i  have 

nothing  to  say  to  the  general  public. 
Nothing  that  would  live  in  print 
or  appeal  to  the  masses 
like  a  beautiful  body. 
Actually  I'm  not  sorry  - 

it's  all  due  to  an  absence  of  cows 
and  is  the  result  of  mathematical  equation: 
this  is  only  6  me. 

Ellie  Regan  77 


Sue  Meador  76 
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you  can  always  tell  who  is  lonely 
they  have  their  tea  at  five  o'clock, 
no  eyes  across  the  table 
they  stare  into  the  depths  of  their  cup. 
they  peep  from  under  furrowed  eyebrows 
at  a  chattering,  moving  world 
stuck  carefully  one  vacant  seat  off 
from  those  having  tea  at  five  o'clock. 

Lindsay  Correa  75 


Sue  McCahey  76 
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Chronicle 

The  tinkers  fain  to  time  maintain 

Are  winding  up  the  world  again, 
Poised  around  the  precious  clock 

To  fix  a  tick  or  doctor  tock, 
Secure  from  all  infirmity 

The  ticking  of  eternity. 
They  clean  between  the  wheels  and  springs 

And  dust  the  tiny  turning  things; 
They  grease  the  gears  for  years  to  fly 

And  guarantee  infinity, 
Devotion  in  a  crew  to  last 

Through  future,  present  and  the  past. 
But  tinkers  weak  from  lack  of  sleep 

Cannot  their  endless  vigil  keep 
And  dropping  'round  the  clock  do  lie, 

The  seconds  slipping  slowly  by, 
'Till  in  their  coma  joins  the  clock, 

His  tick  unanswered  by  a  tock. 

Anonymous 


Cathy  Davis  75 


Figs 

I  stuck  a  flag  in  a  yard, 

a  fence  in  a  forest 

to  be  stuck  myself  in  turn 

a  flag  in  a  fig  tree 

sweltering  in  sweetness 

and  plump  humidity. 

My  stomach  turns  and  growls 

envy  at  the  eyes'  feast 

(thinking  that  eyes  demand  little 

and  the  mind  less)  as 

mind  churns  no  arms 

but  only  figs 

flags  for  twigs 

that  bow  to  tumble 

without  orders 

my  fruit 

mocking  at  my  roots 

stuck  in  my  yard 

feeding  my  figs 

that  I  might  die  sweetly. 

Mary  Beth  Hatem  75 
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Margo  Clifford  76 


The  Speedway  King 

He  lies  quietly  on  a  small  cot, 

Buxom  beauties  kissing  him  a  lot. 

Dreaming  of  trophies  and  loving  cups, 

The  smell  of  burnt  rubber  and  gasoline  fill-ups. 

On  the  floor  are  old  J.C.  Whitney  magazines, 
The  answer  to  every  wish  and  dream. 
That  $42.00  carburetor  in  the  corner, 
The  week-end  Andretti,  is  but  a  loner. 

Out  in  the  driveway,  in  the  dark, 
His  sleeping  tiger,  that  just  won't  start 
In  the  morning  for  the  100th  time, 
He'll  go  out  and  give  it  a  wash  and  a  shine. 

Back  inside,  curled  up  in  a  chair, 
He'll  sit  back  and  guzzle  another  beer. 
He'll  gasp  and  ooze  and  yell  and  beam, 
As  he  watches  the  race  on  the  T.V.  screen. 


When  it's  all  over,  he  quickly  looks  up 

To  find  a  place  for  the  new  loving  cup. 

All  through  the  week,  he  still  hears  the  Zing! 

He's  the  week-end  Andretti,  he's  the  speedway  King. 

Judith  A.  Bell  78 


Glen  Madison  77 
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Mister  oh  you  make  me 
crazy  sometimes  in  my  sleep 
you  stand  in  the  thread  of  light 
silently  by  the  door  at  this 
distance  how  I  sing  to  your 
every  gesture  how  your  hands  like 
patient  birds  in  winter  circle 
cautiously  create  slow  curves 
in  near  darkness  oh  mister  all  day 
your  name  approached  me  with 
the  broken  voice  of  empty  rooms  my 
voice  your  name  the  true 
echos  of  ghosts  in  the  corners  at  night 

Jane  Hedgepeth  76 
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Ballad 

I  wasn't  made  to  love  a  man  for  more  than  just  a  day, 
And  every  one  who  wants  my  hand  will  always  hear  me  say: 

"My  heart  is  like  a  gypsy,  it  never  can  be  still, 

For  when  I  try  to  love  someone,  it  wanders  on  at  will." 


rs 


r*'\ 
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But  one  man  tried  to  catch  my  soul,  he  fancied  himself  wise, 
And  wooed  me  well  with  cunning  words  and  very  gentle  lies. 

"Your  love  is  not  a  gypsy,  dear,  but  like  a  ripe  cocoon, 
And  if  you  stay  with  me  a  while,  its  shell  will  open  soon." 

"But  still,"  I  said,  "a  butterfly  will  quickly  fly  away." 

"Oh  no,"  he  smiled,  "my  heart's  a  net,  and  that  can  make  you  stay." 
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I  laughed  aloud  in  mockery,  "Don't  try  to  fool  me  so; 

For  everyone  knows  butterflies  are  caught  to  mount  for  show." 

And  so  I  left,  but  not  in  grief;  my  heart  is  mine  alone; 
The  gypsy  smiles  and  takes  me  on  to  where  I've  never  gone. 

Terry  Talbott  75 


Patti  King  75 
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Margo  Clifford  76 


Glen  Madison  77 


I  watched  the  soft,  blond-haired  part  of  my  belly  throb. 

I  thought  of  my  mother's  womb. 

The  primal  pulse:  a  first  beating  of  blood, 

the  blooming  bone. 

To  think  I  was  once  a  nestling,  floating. 

There,  love  buoyed  my  toneless  bell;  but  I  did  not  know. 

In  my  nest  of  thoughtless  tangled  tissue,  forming; 

the  knife  was  not  yet  mine. 


Beth  Gately  77 
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Kristin  Hill  7R 


Incredibility 

As  a  day  came  to  its  quiet  hours, 

As  it  began  to  wheeze  and  let  the  air  rush  from  it 

Like  an  escaped  balloon, 

I  turned  and  shot  my  hand  into  the  sky. 

I  grasped  the  wisps  of  carnival  clouds 

And  called  them  gaudy-pink. 

It  was  unkind,  yet,  if  I  had  painted  them 

On  a  canvas  a  critic  would  have  called  my  bluff,  also. 

"Your  pigments  are  too  bold." 

Yes,  well,  I  usually  just  paint  clowns. 

See  me 

My  face 

It's  clown  white  with  magenta  undertones. 

Paint  on  it  what  you  wish.  I  won't  laugh. 

Be  brash.  Be  bold. 

Draw  diamonds  'round  my  eyes. 

For  I'm  awandering  from  the  traveling  circus 

And  daring  to  deny  sunsets. 

Dee  Dee  Dawson 


Sunday 

Old  men,  without  wives,  fill  the  pews  in  front  of  me; 

Their  scent  of  stale  cigars  and  hair  tonic  fills  the  air. 

Double  chins,  fat  necks  bulging,  they  wheeze  during  the  hymns, 

And  swallow  throat  lozenges  during  the  prayer  - 

Save  us,  Lord,  from  these  wrinkles  smothering  our  faces: 

Protect  our  throats  from  the  creases  folding  around  them. 

The  service  ends,  the  old  men  rise,  stiff  joints  throbbing, 

And  shuffle  to  the  rear  exit. 

Like  turtles  returning  to  the  sea,  they  move  out  into  the  Sunday  rain. 

Next  week  they  will  come  again,  a  little  older,  a  little  more  bent. 

Terry  Talbott  75 


Jane  Bowling  75 
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Wendy 


This  Morning 


This  morning  is  a  canvas  splashed 

in  a  rain  of  light 

framed  in  whispering  music 

light  devoured  motifs 

that  tremble  and 

dissolve  the  very  canvas 

in  lyric  showers 

The  mind  blinks  and 

sings  surrender  songs 

as  eye  skies  to  a  wider  view  of 

the  butterfly  flight  of 

morning  plans 

from  alarmed  start  to 

coffee  shot  to 

workclothes  and  the 

seriously  slapped-on  workface 

so  that  we  might  be  prepared, 

just  like  you 

would  take  an  umbrella 

to  be  dry 

no  matter  what. 

Mary  Beth  Hatem  75 


Laura  Arenth  76 


The  elevator  stank  of  urine  and  cigarettes  dead  and  dropped. 
They  watched  the  numbers  in  droning  descent; 
He  watched  her. 

He  watched  her  legs  with  stockings  mended 
Brush  heavily  against  one  another 
Taking  turns  holding  her  up. 

He  watched  her  fingers  make  smudges  on  the  wall 

In  the  grease  and  gray  dirt, 

Imagining  the  smudges  he  might  make  on  the  grayness  of  her  skin. 

He  watched  the  numbers  in  her  eyes,  but  nothing  more, 
Nothing  peering  out  between  crusty  wet  lids 
As  if  all  had  been  seen  and  cried  away. 

He  watched  the  buttocks  lag  behind  as  she  left  the  stinking  box, 
Her  feet  sliding  reluctantly,  then  stopping, 
As  if  in  defeat  she  sat 

Groping  fat  handed  in  a  bag  for  a  cigarette 
She  carressed  and  held  tight  in  her  lips. 
He  offered  a  match. 

Nothing  moved  a  little  above  the  cigarette; 

With  a  match  burning  down 

He  watched  her  pick  the  polish  off  her  nails. 

Kathy  Paine  77 
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Mourning  dove  lethargy 
managed  to  capture  me 
trudging  through  morning  and 
mid-day  and  night. 

"Search  for  security," 
others  reminded  me. 
Carefulness  bound  me  to 
limited  flight. 

Question  and  answerless, 
group-bound  and  flying  less, 
dawn  followed  sunset  till 
hawk-spirit  spoke. 

"Life  lies  ahead  of  you, 
challenge  it!  rendezvous!" 
Mourning  dove's  "Yes!"  swelled  as 
falcon  flight  broke. 

Terry  Mulloy  78 


The  Why  and  the  Where  and  the  How  of  things. 

Of  course  I  understand! 

The  more  I  learn,  the  less  I  know  .  .  . 

I  am  a  child,  trying  to  count  the  raindrops 
falling  on  an  endless  sidewalk. 
Walking  down  the  sidewalk,  or  up  the  sidewalk, 
drenched  in  facts, 

drowning  in  curiosity,  I  WONDER. 
But  to  question  is  to  invite  a  fresh  downpour  .  .  . 
An  old  man  approaches  with  a  tattered  umbrella  .  .  . 
He  nods  and  winks,  I  follow. 
He  KNOWS  the  answers. 

We  depart  from  the  sidewalk  and  wander 
nether  realms; 
Spongy  green  turf  delights  our  feet 

while  freshly  washed  air  charms  our  lungs, 
an  aura  of  peace  surrounds  us. 
He  speaks  of  the  past  and  I  understand  part  . .  . 
He  talks  of  the  present  and  my  comprehension  increases 
but  before  he  can  remark  on  the  future, 

clouds  gather  and'it  begins  to  gently  rain, 
cleansing  us. 
"Old  man,  Your  eloquence  has  surpassed  mankind." 
The  sidewalk  stretches  away  from  me,  from  us. 
Forever. 

Penny  Firth  78 
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